io4          LIFE ON THE STAGE
sum of three hundred dollars," and wants to know how many and what plays he is desired to do, that he may select his wardrobe.
Think of it —the mighty father of our Edwin asking but $100 for a week of such acting as he could do which, if this bright, light-hearted boy was so much like him, must have been brilliant indeed.
One morning, going on the stage where a group were talking with John Wilkes, I heard him say: No! no, no! there's but one Hamlet to my mind, that's my brother Edwin. You see, between ourselves, he is Hamlet, melancholy and all! "
That was an awful time when the dread news came to us.   We were in Columbus.   We had been horrified by the great crime at Washington.   My room-mate and I had from our small earnings bought some black cotton, at a tripled price, as all the black material in the city was not sufficient to meet the demand, and as we tacked it about our one window, a man, passing, told us the assassin had been discovered, and that he was the actor Booth. Hattie laughed so she nearly swallowed the tack that, girl-like, she held between her lips, and I, after a laugh, told him it was a poor subject for a jest, and we went in.   There was no store in Columbus then where play-books were sold, and as Mr. Ellsler had a very large and complete stage library, he frequently lent his books to us, and we would hurriedly copy out our lines and return the book for his own use.   On that occasion he was going to study his part first and then leave the play with us as he passed going home.    We heard his knock;  I was busy pressing a bit of stage finery.   Hattie opened
the door, and then I heard her exclaiming:   "Why__
why — what?" I turned quickly. Mr. Ellsler was coming slowly into the room. He is a very dark man, but he was perfectly livid then, his lips even were blanched to the whiteness of his cheeks. His eyes were dreadful they were so glassy and seemed so unseeing. He was devoted to his children, and all I could think of as likely